Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
you assassinated than an assassin yourself." For the
moment she seemed crushed, then went on brokenly,
"Surely there is some other way,"
"There is no other way. I wish there were." He paused,
thinking of another wakeful night by the sands of an
Eastern sea. "I shall be damned for this as I was at
Joppa, and I shall be ruined if I weaken. But listen again:
The king of England has his spies in France. On the west
coast the Due de Berri has landed. Between them they
have hatched a neat plot. I am to be kidnapped, they
say—polite word for murder. But I have matched their
craft with craft. My agent La Touche palmed himself
off as my foe and joined the conspirators. He has secured
papers; they lie before me. And some of the generals,
Moreau, Pichegru, are in the plot. Here I am, a ring of
spies and traitors in Paris ready to spring the trap,
Berri already landed, and the Due d'Enghien on the
Rhine border ready to cross. So I forestall them and seize
the duke. No longer will they think to lay a hand on me.
I shall strike terror into their hearts by his death. So
perish, they will see, all the enemies of Napoleon!"
For a few swift seconds Letizia gazed on him. He was
so little like the man she remembered, so indifferent to
his security and actually chafing at the guards his friends
recommended as a reasonable precaution. And his gen-
erals who thought they knew him well would have been
amazed to see him sunk in this melancholy that sometimes
overwhelms men of the greatest creative genius. Twice
before it had gravely attacked him: in his adolescence when
he had pondered on suicide; again in Italy, when in
a rage at his generals he had told them to take over the
Command and do better. Even Achilles could sulk in his
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